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OON as | brigfi Protsus beam'd a warmer ray, 
And vernal bloſſoms grac'd the riſing daß; 
Of calm retirement ſmit with ardent Love, 
CAL Is TA haſten'd to her wiſh'd-for grove; - 
Elate with hope, a long ſuſpenſe to find 
From the dire ſorrows that o'erwhelm'd her mind: 
But fruitlefs ſoon perceiv d her darling aim, 
And ſought for eaſe, but fought for eaſe in vain ; 
 Fix'd in her breaſt the raging paſſion lay, 
By night oppreſſive, and her * by day: 
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No charm of Nees can the 1 5 

Or tear from ſight the once lov'd 8ST REYHON's face: 

If to the plains her ling ring ſteps ſhe bends, 

His manly form in Fancy's glaſs deſcends; f F\ 
Or, loſt in ſhades to waſte the noon-tide . "Wl 
His ſhape more awful haunts the gloomy bower. 


Grear Heaven! at laſt, with fervent. tone ſhe cries, 
Oh! free Carisra from this ſtrange ſurprize; 
Remove the phantom, or the 37% Wann bring, 
Whence ſome faint glimpſe of pleaſing hope may ſpring, 
To calm the wild diſorder of my ſoul, 
Confirm my wiſhes and my fears ell 
Or, oh! at leaſt, permit me to obtain 
What here I 1 but ſeek, alas! in vain; 
A deep oblivion of the fatal cauſe 
Of all my ſuff rings, and unheard of woes! 
Let mem'ry ceaſe its office to fulfill, 
Gay fancy baniſh'd, and reſign d my will; 
Each anxious thought, deſtructive of my 1 reſt, 
Tear from my heart and ſtill my throbbing] beat! 
What do I ſay? With frantic aſſions toſt, 
Amidſt the ſad variety I'm loſt! . 
Fool that I am, to think that Hxav' N will hear 
Undone Calis rA's unrepenting pray'r! 
Can words, abſtracted from the heart, avail? 
Shall Mercy triumph over TO ſcale? 


: Can : 


CS 3. 
Can conſcious Guilt an inward calm Jo 
And taſte of bliſs without the leaſt annoy? 
Ah! no: ev'n now Caris rA mourn thy fate, 
No happier hours thy future life await; 
Diſtracting Fury, Sorrow, and Deſpair, | 
And all the rueful family of Care, 


On thee attend: ſuch certain vengeance ſprings 
From ſhort fruition of A things. 


| Trnov baſe inchanter of-incautioub youth! 
Thou vile prophaner of all ſacred truth! 
See the ſad wreck thy lawleſs love has made, 
Beneath the maſk of ſanctity diſplay d 
What fiend infernal cou'd thy breaſt inſpire, 
To ſtyle with ſacred name that guilty fire? 
True love is faithful, no diſhonour knows, 
With pureſt flame in gentleſt boſoms glows ; 
Its heaving ſigh no abject ſource betrays, 
Nor tongue grows wanton in it's object's praiſe; 
Speaks what it thinks, and ev'ry thought s ſincere; 
When words are wanting, eloquent it's tear; 
Intent to pleaſe, and yet afraid t'oftend, 
Proceeds with caution to attain it's end ; 
Not too reſerv'd, or infolently rude, 
Affects the beau, or imitates the prude; | 
In medium juſt it's ſteady courſe maintains, 
Feels equal joy, or ſuffers equal pains; 


B 


Unites 


3-3 


Unites in one it's int'reſt and the Fair, 
And mutual bliſs engages all it's care. - 


An! cruel SrREPHON ! had ſuch love been thine, 
When firſt thou ſtrove to wake and kindle mine; 
How ſhou'd I bleſs that, now ill- omen d, hour, 
When warm I met thee in yon fragrant bow'r 
What joys profuſe, from guilty mixtures free, 
Had thou experienc'd, had been felt by me! 
Joys ever pure, and durable as true, 
Poſſeſſing ſtill, and ſtill remaining new! 

But, lo! inſtead, a diſmal train of woes! 
What racking grief from dire reflection flows? 
So ſtrong, ſo heavy, is the load of Care, 

That Death ſeems eaſy to the weight I bear! 


CansT thou behold this ſad, this wretched ſtate, 
And not be anxious for thy future Fate ? 
Is all thy virtue, all thy honour fled ? | 
Art thou to ſhame, and ſenſe of torment, dead ? 
Does Conſcience ſleep, that inmate of the breaſt, 
Nor whiſper crimes opponent to thy reſt ? 
If not; ere fleeting life expires, furvey 
Thy glaring actions ſet in juſt array! 
See! in the front, Cal Is TA ſad appears, 
Cover'd with guilt, and drown'd in briny tears, 
Tearing her hair, and frantic in her woes, 
Curſing herſelf and thee, the impious cauſe ! 


Ah! 


1 
Ahl where's her virtue? w lovely bright! 
By thee eclips d, and ſunk in laſting night: 
What ati 80 can the wretched claim 
For loſs of virtue and a ſpotleſs fame? 
No juſt equivalent can then be paid, 
But endleſs ſorrows wait the injur d maid : | 
Thou too, fell monſter, muſt expect to ſhare 
This load of trouble and corroding care ; 
Feel pang for pang, and ſigh return for ſigh, 


Be ever wretched, or repentant die. 


Wu ſuch perfections did kind Hzav'n beſtow ? 
Why paint my cheeks with fuch a vivid glow? 
Why thus proportion'd was my ev'ry part? 
Why torm'd ſo feeling and ſo ſoft my heart? 

Had ſome leſs lovely ſhape Cal Is rA bleſs'd, 

Of meaner talents, eaſier wealth poſſeſs d; 

The guilty SrRErHON had not then admir'd, 

Nor I, perhaps, with frantic Love been fir hs 
Piles then, perchance, had been my wiſh' . lot, 
Forgetting all, and by the world forgot; 

In ſome lone defirt wild, well pleas'd to rove, 

In expectation of the bliſs above! 


Au] fatal Beauty! from all blemiſh free 
Expos'd to dangers, which thou canſt not ſee! 
Beſet on all ſides with unnumber d ſnares, 
Spoil'd in the bud, or cropt in blooming years! . 
Rh. | | | Like 
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Like ſome ſweet flow'r, freſh op'ning to the air, 
In rip'ning glories beautifully fair, 

Tho ſhort duration be its longeſt date, 

Fades in a ſtorm, and meets untimely Fate. 
Perfidious man his glitt ring idols ſpies, 

And veils our ruin in a dark diſguiſe; 

Acceſs once gain'd, with ſudden friendſhip burns, 
Is now tranſ} ported, and now cool by turns; 
In ſolemn pray'rs aſſails the Pow'rs above, 
Swears ſacred Truth and everlaſting Love: 

When, ah! too ſoon, the ſubtle poiſon finds 
An eaſy paſſage to our weaker minds; 

Reaſon dethron'd, we ſnatch the gilded ſnare, 
And drink the draught of Sorrow and Deſpair. 


Unnaeey Fair, to whom ſuch Fate's aſſign'd, 
Lovelieſt to view, but weakeſt in the mind! 
When moſt we want, our Reaſon chiefly fails, 
And ſerpent Flatt'ry over Truth prevails : 
Ungen'rous man! ſure flint environs thy heart, 
Thus to delude thy weakeſt, tend'reſt part: 
Did God for this pre-eminence beſtow, 

And ſtyle thee Sovereign of all things below? 
Superior reaſon unto thee was giv'n 

To aid the weakeſt, as ordain'd by Heav's : 
It we were form'd as objects to obey, 

Thy reaſon only ſhou'd direct the ſway ; 


That | 
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That bound ſurpaſs d. no more the ſacred tye 
_ Compells with madding phrenzy ta comply; 
To look ſuperior love is alfo thine, | 
But barb'rous inſults break the will divine ; : 
Thine to becalm the ſtormy ſcenes of life, 
And footh and cheriſh thro' this yale of ſtrife. 


War do I thus in fruitleſs words complain? 

The wretched's ſpeeches are preferr'd in vain; - 

I ſigh, I weep, but find no ſoſt relief; 

No 1 * ſuſpenſe from all giſtracting grief: _ 

But hark! ſome diſtant voice methinks I hear 
In ſolemn ſounds approach my ning ear! 


Au! loſt Caliſta! now it nm to fay, 
Thy glaring crime admits of no allay: 
Why didſt thou thus with guilty — "50 burn, 
And from fair Virtue's ſtricter precepts turn; 
Reverſing then the ſacred laws above, 
Thou fell'ſt a victim to unlawful Love? 
Hence on the earth a ſad example roam, 
And warn vain mortals to avoid thy doom. 
I heard no more: enough for me was ſaid 
To ſtrike the guilty with a panic dread :__ 
I own my crime, and ſhudder at th' offence, | 
Deteſt it too, but ſtill retain the ſenſe : 


What ſhall I do? or, Whither ſhall 1 fly? 


A moment's ſpace of Pu life t enjoy! 


owe 1 
"Tis vain to wiſh, Calis ra, hope no more, 


Thy pleaſing dreams of happineſs are o'er : 


Farewell thoſe halcyon days, which once I knew; | 


Ye fairy viſions, dear delights, adieu! | 
No more Calis rA joins the ſprightly train, 
Sports in the dance, or revels on the plain; 
In ſongs harmonic charms her hours away, 
Serenely bright, and innocently gay: 

Far other themes her reſtleſs thoughts employ, 
Far other ſcenes of dear tormenting joy; 
Far from the converſe of mankind remov'd, 
By none rejected, and by none belov'd. 


Wercome, thou bow'r, and venerable ſhade ! 
Such glooms well ſuit the melancholy maid ! 
Here, here at leaſt, I'll folitary roam, 

Pour my fad pray'rs, and oft repentant moan : 
Perhaps, at laſt all gracious Hzav'N may hear, 
Accept my ſigh and penitential tear! | 
Oh! wiſh'd, "dear raptures of the pious mind, 


Calm, and eng and crown'd with bliſs hh dl 


How conſcious Guilt fair Virtue's charms ſurveys 
In brighter luſtre and diftinguiſh'd rays! 

Come, chaſte Religion, dawn upon my ſoul, 
Poſſeſs my heart, and ev'ry thought controul ; 
With ſacred zeal this rebel breaſt inſpire, 


Quench ev'ry ſpark of Guilt-contracting Ms 5. 


Teach 


E 
Teach me to glow with pure ſeraphic love, 
And taſte the bliſs of penitents above 


| Tavs ſpoke the maid: and'Sol, with feebleft ray, 


Had ſcatter d now the laſt remains of day: 

Twas night, when Morpheus, with a potent hand, 
His drowzy ſceptre ſtretches o'er the land: 
Whate'er on earth, all-bearing mother, dwells, 
Lurks in the caves, or haunts the puny cells, 
Scours o'er the plains, or fans the buxom air, 
Climbs the ſteep clift, or loves the prickly briar, 
The grateful gift of ſoft repoſe enjoy, 5 

Till bright Aurora purples o'er the ſky; 

Man too, now wearied with diurnal pains, 

Feels the kind influence and refreſhment gains: 
Not ſo Calis rA ſpends the tedious night, 
Diſſolv'd in tears, and ſtruck with dread affright; 
Thoughts following thoughts, in ſad ſucceſſion riſe, 
And chaſe fweet ſlumbers from her bloated eyes 
Darkneſs, all dreadful to the human race, 

In blackeſt colours paints her dire diſgrace ; 

No friendly ſtars ſhoot forth their glimm'ring rays, 
Nor ſilver Phœbe ſheds her milder blaze; 


But clouds inſtead, and murky tempeſts growl, 


Diſpenſing horror to the guilty foul: 
Confus'd, diſtracted, roves the conſcious maid, 
Now mad with ſury, now with terror ſway d, 


F 


Flies 
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Flies to her couch, or bounding o er the room, 
Gainſt Ha AVN exclaims, then juſtly weeps her doom: 
As one, with dire dæmoniac phrenzy ſeiz d, 

Now ſtorms aloud, and is by turns appeas d, 
Thus ſhe with each ſad varying paſſion burns, 
Now furious rages and relents by turns: 
Scar d with the horrors of all- conſcious night, 
Anxious ſhe wiſhes for all- cheering light, 

Kindly intreats one vivifying ray x 

T” illume her foul, and drive her cares away: 

At length the wiſh'd for morn, with roſy wings, 
Spreads in the Eaſt, hut no ſweet comfort brings; 
The ſame dread ſadneſs ftill her mind ſurrounds, 
Her fear increaſes, and her ſenſe confounds : 
O'ercome at laſt, with trembling haſte prepares 
To fix a certain period to her cares, 5 
Finding the wretched all ſhe here muſt ſhare 

But racking grief and horrible deſpair, 

And all the joys that mortal life attend, 

Of ſhort duration, and in ſorrows end, 

On Death ſhe calls aloud, but calls in vain, 

That certain opium for all human pain 

He, like the world, the hopeleſs wretches flies, 
Mocks at their wiſhes, and diſdains their cries : 
At length, unable to ſuſtain her woe, 
Reſolves herſelf to ſtrike the deadly blow; 

But firſtkind Heav'N in pray'rs confus'd implores, 

Intreats forgiveneſs, and her fate deplores: 


As 


2 23:1 

1 on chi fatal act ſhe ſeems i intent, 
Some riſing thoughts the impending; froke prevent; 
Her mind now labours with diſaſters new, 
And wide eternity's diſelos d to view ; 
Dreadful reſolve! ſhe cries, raſh hand, forbear 
TH intended blow to quit this load of Care; 
Can e er the ſuicide expect t'enſoyxy 

The bleſt reward of innocence on high: > 
Some woes, more poignant, ſure the eh await,. 
Than all the ſuff rings of this mortal Nate! 
Theſe ſtated periods know, thoſe ne er decay, 
But mercileſs rage without the leaſt allay: 
Then let CaiisTa, to her Fate reſign d, 
Bear preſent tortures with a patient mind, 
Nor quit, unlicens'd, being here below, 
And ruſh preſumptuous on eternal woe 


WIE thus ſhe ſpoke, her tears and heaving breaſt 
eſpoke the nymph with raging grief oppreſt ; 
When to her aid the bright Paznissa came, 
(A ſiſter's ſuff rings, ſiſter's pity claim) 
All pale and trembling at the diſmal fight, 
Struck with amaze, and ſtiffen d with affright; 
Ah! ſiſter, ah! with fault'ring voice ſhe cries, 
(The tears thick ſtreaming from her chryſtal eyes) 
What change is this ? what dire unheard of cauſe 
Has plung'd Calis ra in ſuch deſp'rate woes? | 
D Say, 


14 J 
Say, quickly ſay | relieve a ſiſter's care, 
In all thy ſuff rings, lo! I claim my ſhare: 
If c'er glad tidings reach'd thy glowing heart, 
With joy thou wou'dft the pleaſing news impart ; 
With plcaſure raviſh'd I attentive ſtood, 
And 420 s harmonious. crown'd th' united good: 
Why ddt thou then endeavour to conceal 
What gen'rous Friendſhip bid thee to reveal! 
As once impatient in thy mirth to join, 
Ev'n now I long to mingle ſighs with thine; 
Diſtreſs is pleaſing, when tis ſhar d with thee, 
And i Joy, without thee, unpoſſeſs d by me. 


Axp canſt thou then forgive a ſuppliant's tears, 
Cover'd with ſhame, and frantic in her fears ? 
Can gen'rous thoughts that injur'd breaſt inſpire, 
And kindling pity quench deſerved ire: 
Such acts alone from god-like ſouls muſt flow, 
Above the reach of vulgar minds to know: 
Such genuine goodneſs fires Purentssa's breaſt, 
To raiſe the weak and ſuccour the diſtreſt: | 
Thou oft haſt ſeen me innocent and 
In varied pleaſures ſpend the lengthen' q day; ; 
Riſe with the ſun and bruſh the morning dews, 
Cull the ſweet flow'rs of variegated hues, 
Or haunt, perhaps, ſome wood or neighb'ring grove _ 
To hear the ſongſters chaunt their artleſs love: 
g . But, 


1 


But, vaniſh'd now thoſe ſcenes of pure delight, 
Care clouds the day, and Horror adds to night; 
A ſad example of croſs'd love I roam; 

The cruel SrRETHOxN has pronounc'd my doom; 
Deaf to my cries he ſpurns my growing flame; 
Nay, more than — me, has eclips d my fame. 


WurRE then is Honour? In what mortal, ſay, 
If not in STREPHON beams the ſacred ray? 
Methought each virtue of the human breaſt 
In brighter luſtre ſhone in him expreſt; 
I joy'd to ſee him, and aſtoniſh'd ſtood 
To hear him reaſon ſtrong of juſt and good; 
His precepts fail'd not all my ſoul to move, 
And, paſling friendſhip, rais'd the flames of Love: 
Forgive, Calis rà, that ungen'rous part, 
Thy choice too nearly touch'd a ſiſter's heart 
But hence that paſſion into fury turns, 
With ranc'rous hate my glowing boſom burns ; 
I ſcorn, diſdain, abhor his once lov'd name, 
His glozing ſpeeches, . and too ſpecious fame: 
May cares malignant on his hours await, 
His pleaſures tarniſh, and reverſe his fate; 
Diſgrace, eſcaping the ba {weep of Time, 
Reſiſtleſs haunt him, ſuited to his crime! 
No more let Beauty Hh his tainted eye, 
His heart enrapture, or his paſſion cloy ; 


But 


. 

Put keen deſire enflame his aching breaſt, 
And tort'ring dreams of objects unpoſſeſs d! 
Let injur'd Innocence before him riſe, | 
And chaſe ſoft ſlumbers from his languid eyes: 
Unuſual terrors to his ſoul impart, 

Diſtracting Grief and agonizing Smart! 

But thou, Calls ra, this ad gloom remove, 
Nor fall an eaſy ſacrifice to Love; | 
Think on the perjur'd monſter with diſdain, 
And dare to vanquiſh this unſeeming pain 
Feel not one pang, thy cryſtal ſluices cloſe, 
Nor thus endanger thy belov'd repoſe! 


Bip the chaſte veſtal feel a lover's frre, 
When pale ſhe views the ſacred flame expire; 
Bid the fad turtle, midſt th impervious gloom, 


Robb'd of its mate, to ceaſe it's plaintive moan; 


Then bid Calis ra ceaſe her heaving ſighs, 

And ftop the fruitful currents of her eyes! 

Can I reverſe, or Nature's felt forego, 

To view the paſt inſenſible of woe ? 

Is rifled Virtue, and injurious Fame, 
Diſtained Honour, a reproachful name, 

No cauſe ſubſtantial for this load of grief? 

Say, if thou canſt adminiſter relief 

Or rather ſay, What gems, compar'd with thoſe, 
Maintain their brightneſs, and no luſtre loſe? 


Not 
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Not all the wealth of Indus can reſtore 
The peaceful bleiſings I enjoy'd before; 
Not all the joys of Pleaſure's ſmiling train 
Can yield ſuſpenſe from this corroding pain. 
1s wealth ſuperior to a tranquil breaſt, 
Or fleeting pleaſures to ſubſtantial reſt? 
From theſe what powerful magic ſprings refin'd 
To calm the tempeſt of a wounded mind? 
The ſoul, too conſcious of their fragil force, 
Spurns 4 rejects the fallible reſource : 


Some means more pow'rful, muſt effect relief, 
Or I ftill labour with diſtracting grief. 


I x ͤ human efforts are reputed vain, 
Can I, a mortal, mitigate thy pain? 
But — oh! think | the weak, diſtemper' d mind 
Reflects, videos in it's views conhn'd, 
Through the dun miſt of Error's glaſs ſurveys 
What ſickly Fancy to the fight diſplays; _ 
Unfway'd by Reaſon, nor with Judgment fraught, 
Approves, condemns, with undigeſted thought; 
Enflav'd, ſubſervient to a wayward will, 
Rejects the great preſervatives from ill: 
Embrace, Calis ra, this unfeign'd advice, 
Tis Reaſon's whiſper, and the Prudent's choice! 
A faint reſiſtance to the tort'ring peſt 
Will add n new vigour to the * breaſt; 


E Increaſing 


1 
Increaſing oradual, and collected grown, 
With force ſuperior beat the fury down; 
But tame ſubmiſſion to this forlorn ſtate, 
With blacker terrors aggravates thy fate; 
To all the rcal ills, already bore, 
Inſulting Fancy adds a thouſand more ; 
Replete with horror, and the mind impreſs 
With dreams of ſad, incurable diſtreſs; 
Such to thy tender frame muſt dang'rous prove, 
And immaturely cauſe a dread remove: 
And, oh! ſhoud'ft thou receive the deadly dart, 
Scarce in thy bloom, and ripen'd but in part, 
Think what the ſad cataſtrophe wou'd cauſe, 
What meagre ſorrow, and diſtracting woes! 
Let the drear portrait in thy mind ariſe; 
There view Pauexissa, with her big ſwoln eyes, 
Beating her breaſt, when {low the ſolemn knell, 
In doleful ſounds, thy parted ſoul ſhall tell; 
Thy hoary parent, with the weight of years 
Already tott'ring, fink beneath his cares; 
His wrinkled hands uplifted, trembling, ſee, 
Hear his ſoft words -I liv'd alone for thee---- 
Robb'd of his hope, the ſolace of his age, 
What can his grief ineffable aſſwage 
Methinks too certain is the parent's doom, 
A quick tranſition to the filent tomb : 
Then ah! what ſecret refuge ſhall I find 


To ſtop th' o'erftowings of my burſting md] 


How 
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How can I bear the loſs, the wretched Rate! 

A parent---{ifter---both---involv'd in Fate 

I---left alone---diſconſolate, forlorn, 

Your laſt remains, and o er your graves to mourn | 

Think then, Calis rA, if a parent's years, 

With love united, can awake thy fears; 

If yet thou know It a ſympathizing part, 

To cheer the languor of a drooping heart ; 

If yet thou joy it the palſi d hand to warm, 

And fad deſponding melancholy charm z; _ 
If I can ſtill thy dear affection claim, 

Tf ſtill for me thou feel'ſt a fiſter's flame; 

The dreadful iſſue of thy ſorrows ee, 

Diſpel the fatal gloom, and pity me! 


On! that my ſoul cou'd thus ſuperior riſe, 

And human ills with fortitude deſpiſe | 

Then ſighs were fruitleſs, and intreaties vain, 

To urge CarisTa to furmount her pain: 
Soon ſhou'd a pleaſing calm my face o erſpread, 
Each pang extinguiſh'd, and each paſlion fled; 
Soon ſhou'd a ſiſter's wed it's lame _ 
And filial duty beam a purer ray; 

The tender office all my ſoul engage, 

To aid the ſad infirmities of age; 

Smooth the dull hours, a vital glow impart 

To the chill'd limbs, and cheer the languid heart; 


But, 
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But Fate ſevere has other taſks aſſign'd, 
Than thoſe ſoft duties of the melting mind; 
Hrav'n knows my breaft with warm affe&ion glows, 
And cordial love in pureſt currents flows: 
can no more: to act my wonted part 
Exceeds the vigour of my bleeding heart; 
My ſtrength enfeebled, ſcarce ſupports the 9228 
of {ad reflection, miſcrably great: 

That odious action, pregnant with diſgrace, 
Entails a ſcandal on my virtuous race; 
No more I merit your reſpects to lars, 
A ſiſter's pity, or a parent's care; 
An abject exile let me rather roam, 
Be- deem'd an alien, as becomes my doom ! 
Let Hate intenſe purſue the black'ning ſtain, 
Avenging Fury, Malice and Diſdain; ; 
And this, too little for the glaring crime, 
That {ood of Scandal thro' all future time! 
Methinks I hear the loud cenſorious tongue, 
The hinted ſlander, and diſdainful ſong; 
I fee the eye aſkance, the viſage foul, 
That ſpeaks the ſecret purport of the ſoul! 
How will it rend thy palpitating breaſt 

Lo hear th' inſidious and malignant jeſt ? 
In that fad hour, that abſence of repoſe, 
How wilt thou curſe the author of thy woes ; 
The ties of Nature mournfully regret, 

And ftrive the once-lov'd union to forget? 


Oh! 
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Oh! cou'd I too but gain Oblivion's draught, 
And rove unconſcious of diſtracting thought; 
Whatever price th' unvalu'd potion bore, 
Contempt of Pleaſure, and the ſhining ore; 
All life's collected glories I'd reſign, 
To make the ſweet, delicious treaſure mine! 
But, ah! tis vain; ſuch bliſs alone's aſſign d 
For nobleſt virtue, and a ſpotleſs mind; 


Pain is for me, without the leaſt allay, 
Till Death diſſolves this animated clay. 


| Way wakes Suſpicion i in thy flutt'ring breaſt, 
With foul Diſtruſt and cauſeleſs fears impreſs' d? 2 


Did ever yet one ſecret action prove 

My friendſhip ſpurious, unſincere my love? 
Atteſt it, Heav'n! If Pleaſure or Surprize 
E'er lur d my ſoul to break thoſe ſacred ties 
No, no, CalisTa; from ſuch blemiſh free, 
All my full foul ſincerely mourns for thee; ; 
If e'er fram me a ſiſter's love depart, 

May endleſs ſhame afflict this rebel heart; 
May ſudden vengeance blaſt my ſpotleſs fame, 
And in oblivion whelm Parnissa's name! 
Howe'er the ſpite of tongues invidious {wells, 
Whatever hate in ranc'rous hoſoms dwells ; 
Whatever ſcorn the aſpect foul deſcries, 

Or darts malignant from the glancing eyes; 


F 


Not 
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Not all united ſhall divert my love, 

Or melting Pity from my breaſt remove: 

To dread is fruitleſs, as I know no ſtain, 

And true repentance may aſſuage thy pain; 
Tho' great the crime, and of the deepeſt dye, 
There's ſtill a bright reverſion in the ſky: 
When the ſad ſinner, in remembrance dire 
Of crimes malignant, feels the penal fire; 
He burſts in tears, and bitterly deplores, 
Abhors paſt actions, and his Gop adores; | 
His fighs and pray'rs aſcend the throne above, 
And gain aſſurance of eternal love. 
Hope humbly then; around the Pow'r divine, 
Like countleſs ſtars, the rays of mercy ſhine; 
Which bliſs refin'd to penitents impart, 

Peace to the ſoul, and gladneſs to the heart; 
There breathe wah fervor thy unfeigned ſighs, 
And waft thy pray'rs as incenſe to the ſkies; 
Thence flows the grand expedient for Deſpair, 
The balm of Sorrow, and the lull of Care: 


Who knows what bounteous HRAv'N reſerves in ſtore, | 


What joys exalted, unperceiv'd before ! 

Perhaps on thee a length of years await, 

Serene, unclouded with the frowns of Fate; 
When Reaſon, Virtue, ſhall reſume their throne, 
And hold dominion in thy breaſt alone; 

Paſt follies baniſh, ev'ry vice eraſe, 

And blot each ſtriking record of diſgrace! 


a. 
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On! pleaſing thought! oh! much deſired day! 
When Heav'n forgives and turns its rage away | 
Some doubt ſtill riſes to prevent my — 
And tear Conviction from my lab'ring beat; 
Still *gainſt the force of fanci'd fears I Pl riſe, 
Pour forth my pray'rs, and waft repentant ſighs: 
« Oh! Thou! whoſe dread, immeaſurable ſway - 
« All things on earth, and Heav n above, obey; 
« Who, rob'd in mercy, condeſcends to hear 
4 Th' afflicted's ſigh, and undiſguiſed pray r, 
« See! proſtrate duſt, with black'ning crimes o'erſpread, 
e Intreats forgiveneſs, and implores thy aid! 
«© The ſecret ſprings, and movements of my ſoul 
« Are bare to thee, and thou pervades the whole; 
« Whatever ſtains that ray divine efface, | 
“Purge and remit thro' thy ſuperior grace, 
« My mind irradiate with celeſtial love, | 
„And write, oh! write me mongſt the bleſt above!” 
E'en now methinks the gloomy proſpect clears, 

A calm ſerene diſpels my anxious fears; 
No more ſhall pleaſures all my ſoul engage, 
Nor frantic paſſions dreadful conflicts wage; 
To the vain world I bid this laſt adieu, 
It's frowns I dread not, nor its ſmiles purſue ; 8, 
Some nobler ſcenes my fix'd attention draw, 
True joy inſpiring, reverential awe: 
Come, ſacred Virtue, with thy lovely train, 
Ruſh on my ſoul, and in my boſom reign; 


True 
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True Faith, impatient for a happier ſtate, 
Bright Hope, ſuperior to the frowns of Fate; 
All-beauteous Love, that feels another's woes, 
Aids helpleſs Want, compaſſionately glows 
Increafing ſtill, as life's ſwitt current glides, 
That knows no ebb, but ever- ſwelling tides ; 
Till growth Juxuriapt bliſs profuſe convey, 
And bloom eternal in the realras of day! 


Ys beauteous fais! with cautious ſteps beware, 
And Hun this dreadjul precipice of Care; 
Let ſtricteſt Virtue all your boſom arm, 
Nor heedleſs liſten to the ſyren's charm! 

Thus thail ſubſtantial | Joys your hours await, 
Nor feel the terrors of CarisTa's Fate; ..' - 
Calm and ſerene through life's wild mazes move, 
And, Time difloly d, partake the bliſs above. 


